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' The family of Contarini is, I believe, extinct/ replied
Lausanne.

' Ah ! * Then thinking that something should be said to
account for my ignorance of that with which, apparently, I
ought to have been well acquainted, I added in a careless
voice, * We have never kept up any intercourse with our
Italian connections, which I do not regret, for I shall not
enter into society here/

The moment that I uttered this I felt the weakness of
attempting to mystify Lausanne, who probably knew much
more of the reasons of this non-intercourse than myself.
He was moving away, when I called him back with the
intention of speaking to him fully upon the subject of my
early speculations. I longed to converse with him about
my mother, and my father's youth, about everything that
had happened.

* Lausanne,' I said.

He returned. The moon shone brightly upon his imper-
turbable and inscrutable countenance. I saw only my
father's spy. A feeling of false shame prevented me from
speaking. I did not like frankly to confess my ignorance
upon such delicate subjects to one who would probably
affirm his inability to enlighten me, and I knew enough of
him to be convinced that I could not acquire by stratagem
that which he would not willingly communicate.

fc Lausanne,' I said, ' take lights into my room. I am
going to bed.'

CHAPTER  VI.

ANOTHKE sun rose upon Venice, and presented to me the
city, whose image I had so early acquired. In the heart
of a multitude, there was stillness. I looked out from the
balcony on the crowded quays of yesterday; one or two
Idle porters were stretched in sleep on the scorching pave-